>The sun. It burns. 
>A croaking groan signals Lori's awakening from slumber. 
>A bottle of scotch at home in her hand.
>Replacing her phone on the throne of Manos. 
>In a bed she feels is not hers. 
>It's too small. 
>Her eyes creak open with the sound of a door screaming for oil. 
>A throbbing, agonizing pain in her retinas. 
>A constant, chronic pain behind them. 
>She musters a whisper before she can speak. 
>"The fu... Where am I?" 
>Pinching the bridge of her nose to mitigate the suffering and clenching her teeth and eyes shut, she sits up a little on the bed. 
>She looks around the room she's in. Surveying the landscape of mystery she has landed herself in. 
>I'm topless. Okay. 
>There's a Great Mazinger toy on the dresser. I used to be into that show when Lincoln was little. 
>The alarm clock says eleven AM. Cool. 
>Lincoln's sleeping next to me naked. Alrighty. 
>Wait. 
>Lori does a double take on her younger brother wrapped around her arm, snoring peacefully. His clothes a ruffled mess of sloppy unbuttoning and love stains. 
>Her lipstick is smeared everywhere. 
>Everywhere. 
>She throws the sheets off herself to reveal a mess of dried stains under the covers. 
>Her face contorts into a horrified grimace. 
>"I didn't."

>Now she remembers. 
>Breaking up with Bobby at the house party. 
>Getting drunk as a Bostonian on St Patrick's day to buffer his murder at her hands.
>Stumbling home. 
>Resolving to prove to a drunken apparition of Bobby that you would make a great lover. 
>Deciding to blow Lincoln. 
>Wait.
>"Oh God, I literally did." 
>Lincoln stirs a little from her voice. Not enough to wake him up. But enough for her to feel a jolt in her womanhood from the sound of his soft moan and the feeling of his hair brushing the bend of her arm. 
>The hickeys she left on his neck are still there. 
>As is her lipstick smears all over his little mouth. 

>But she remembers Lincoln passing out.
>She remembers sneaking out and back to her room in hopes that Lincoln would think this was all a bad dream. 
>So why is she here? 
>Wait. Now she remembers. 
>The text she received. The text from Bobby. 
>The selfie he took. Of himself getting drunkenly blown by some college slut at the house party. 
>And the jealous fury that clouded her judgment. 
>Raiding dad's liquor cabinet for a liquid therapist. Finding Scotch, dearest of all her friends. 
>Sobbing her eyes out in her bed. 
>Liquid therapist becoming liquid friend with terrible ideas. 
>Masturbating for half an hour in her bed next to a snoring Leni while fondly reminiscing about what she did to Lincoln. 
>His cute little moans. 
>The way he tried to fight back. 
>His adorable attempts at escape. 
>His resignation to pleasure in the end. 
>Getting excited at the idea of getting caught by a groggy Leni. 
>Getting excited at the idea of Lincoln remembering. And maybe wanting more. 
>Wanting more herself. That memory made her face burn with self loathing. She wanted more of her eleven year old brother.
>Sneaking back into Lincoln's room to make that a guarantee. Against her better judgment. 

>She tiptoed back to his door. 
>Almost as drunk as before. 
>The door creaked open. 
>Lincoln's eyes shot open. He remembered, all right. 
>The confused fear in his eyes excited her. >She's particularly horrified with herself for remembering that. 
>She remembers Lincoln talking. She remembers not listening. 
>He was crawling backwards in a sort of crab walk, on his feet and elbows. Farther into his bed, attempting to flee from her.
>Backed straight into his bedroom wall.
>Her makeup must have been running even more than before from all the crying in her room. 
>She must have scared him out of his wits.
>He stretched his arm out defensively.
>That won't stop her.
>She remembers her horny glee when she slowly sauntered over. Cornering him.

>The smile she must have had. Playing with her food. 
>Crawling slowly onto Lincoln's bed. 
>Towards Lincoln. 
>Onto Lincoln. 
>"Oh, Liiiincoooollln, guess whaaa-aat." 
>"Lori? Why are you doing this?" 
>"Because I loo-ooo-ove you lots!" 
>She left a big sloppy kiss on his face, diving in with her tongue out. 
>She was aiming for his mouth. She got his nose. And his cheek. And his eyelid. 
>She just liked putting her mouth on Lincoln. 
>"Wassup with yer face? I can't get my tongue in there right!" 
>"You're kissing the wrong places!" 
>Lincoln tried in vain to push her away. Lori saw him as playing hard to get. 
>It was a game to her. 
>One big, hot, wet game. 
>She pulled him in and kissed him right. From her blurry vision, she could see his eyes roll back as his face got hotter and hotter. 

>She pulled out his member from his pyjama pants. 
>It was still a little wet with her saliva from before. 
>That really got her going. 
>She tried digging right in again. 
>Lincoln attempted to push her head away with his foot. 
>So she started licking his toes. 
>"Lori! Stop!" 
>"Not. A. Chance. You literally tashte waa-ay too gooo-ood!" 
>She started licking as she pleased.
>Between his toes. Around his ankle.
>Giving his pinky toe a little nibble.

>She pulled off his pants. 
>Then she pulled his underwear off with her teeth. 
>And started licking up the side of his leg. 
>Lincoln held on to her head. He couldn't stop her and her knew it. Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. 
>"L-Lori, please, you gotta stop!"
>Her tongue swiped the side of his knee.
>"Nuh uh." 
>She licked her way up his outer thigh.
>Then his inner thigh.
>Then up his shaft. 
>To the tip. 
>Then around the tip. 
>As she wrapped her lips around it, she slowly pushed it more and more into her mouth. 
>Never taking her eyes off his face as she did. A constant smirk on her face.
>Licking it all around with the tip of her tongue as it went in more and more. 
>Watching his face strain. He was trying to hold it together. 
>She liked watching him struggle. 
>Feeling his legs tense up on her midriff. 
>Feeling his urethra twitch in her mouth. >Hearing him call her name. 
>Pleading for her to stop. 
>She loved that.

>She loved grabbing hold of his hips as she sped up.
>And she loved closing her eyes and feeling him in the back of her throat.
>The way his toes curled. 
>The shaky moan he let out when he was coming. 
>She loved it.
>She craved it.
>She took it out of her mouth with a smile and a satisfied exhale. 
>"Give it to me." 

>She had barely finished her words when he let it go. A hot stream to jolt her awake. 
>All over her face. 
>And on her shirt. 
>So she took it off. 
>She was surprised by the suddenness.
>The surprise made her smirk all the more seductive.
>Lincoln was tearing up a bit. 
>He was angry. 
>He was tired. 
>He was a little disoriented. 
>His head was dizzily swaying from side to side. 
>"Why's ... W-what ..." 
>He could barely form a coherent sentence.
>Sitting up on his bed, his back to the wall. Trying to catch his breath. 
>He wasn't in any shape to continue.
>But Lori wasn't done. She practically had glowing hearts for pupils. And her gaze was fixed on Lincoln's helpless face.
>She wanted to see his cute face struggle more. 
>She wanted to feel him more.

>She slid herself on top of him. A carnal hunger overtaking her senses. 
>With her feet hanging off the edge of the bed, she slipped her shoes off. One foot undressing the other. 
>Slowly grinding her completely soaked through khakis against his still hard piece. 
>She was salivating a little. 
>Chin dripping with his semen. 
>She whispered into his ear. 
>"You know what happens next, right?" 
>Lincoln mumbled a few words, shaking his head. He was too stimulated by her grinding to think. 
>She unzipped her fly. Undid the button. 
>Slowly lowered her pants with one hand. A string of drool connecting her to her panties. 
>She guided Lincoln into her with the other hand. 
>She remembers that she could barely wait. Kneeling on top of him. Her feet sidling up to his outer thighs. Furiously rubbing her clit while he pressed against her lips. 
>He's still only eleven. He didn't reach all the way in. 
>But what he did reach, filled in nicely. 
>As she slowly pushed into the tip, her pussy drooled slowly down his shaft.
>Once he was all the way in, she started grinding on him. Slowly. Very slowly. 
>She wanted him to really feel it. 
>His head shot backwards.
>His spine arched, his hands covering his mouth to hold back his screams. She had her hands on his shoulders. 
>She was still whispering into his ear. 
>"You like that?" 
>"You wanna fuck your sister?" 
>"You wanna punish this naughty little hole of mine?" 
>She rubbed against him a little harder when she said that.
>"Well punish me, twerp." 
>"Punish me hard."
>"I've been bad." 

>She was shivering the entire time. Almost convulsing from the pleasure.
>He instinctively grabbed her plump round ass and started thrusting as hard as his little hips would let him. 
>His fingers sunk into the cheeks. 
>The bed was creaking.
>She loved it.
>The quiet, wet slapping sound he made as he pushed in. 
>The sensation of her lips gripping him as he pulled out. 
>The way she cushioned his face between her breasts. 
>The way he started licking one. 
>Then the other. 
>Then both. 
>His shallow breaths. 
>His occasional whimper. 
>The way his buck teeth gently bit her nipple, sending a shiver down her spine. 
>The baby sips she took out of the Scotch bottle. 
>The way she kissed Lincoln with Scotch still in her mouth. 
>The way that made him thrust harder. 
>The feeling of his hips tensing up when he couldn't take any more.
>The hot load he shot in her. 
>So hot. 
>So wild. 
>I'm literally the worst, she thought to herself in ecstasy.
 
>As she remembers this. The gravity of the situation hits her like a runaway ice cream truck. 
>She took her underage brother's virginity. 
>Holy shit. 
>She's getting wet again. 
>Because she remembers they didn't stop after one round. 
>They went on. 
>And on. 

>Sometimes he left it in and just grinded. That was a nice breather for the both of them.
>Sometimes she'd just want to feel him in her throat.
>Licking up and down the side slowly.
>Loving the look on his face when he desperately wanted to cum.
>The way his eyes begged for more.
>The best part for her was when she nibbled the tip ever so gently as she rubbed the shaft between her breasts.
>Because his moans were the cutest when he felt just a little pain with his pleasure.
>She liked the lipstick mark she left behind on the tip.
>He liked being in top.
>She'd dig her nails into his back.
>She put her legs on his shoulders. 
>He liked holding her ankles.
>He was sucking on her toes as he pushed.
>It made her squeak when he did that. 
>Made her sound vulnerable. 
>It also made her tighten like you wouldn't believe.
>He felt it have him some control over what was happening. 

>By the end, he was just mindlessly pounding her as hard as he could. 
>So much that her crotch is a little sore as she lies awake. 
>But that is nothing compared to the angry hornet's nest that is her conscience. 
>'You literally just raped your brother multiple times in a drunken sexual frenzy the night before.'
>'And for what? No chance in hell that Bobby's gonna learn about this.'
>She laid on his bed cuddling ... Cradling his sleeping figure. 
>An arm draped over his shoulder. Resting on his single chest hair. 
>While nursing her guilt and what could possibly be the hangover to end all hangovers. 
>The hangover felt round the world. 
>The hangover that hurts worse than the ballistic brain surgery Ferdinand got. 
>"Lincoln?" She whispered softly, gently nudging him. 
>A tired moan escapes his pursed lips. 
>"Five more minutes. It's Saturday. Lemme sleep." 
>Lori goes back to staring at the part of the ceiling that hurts the least to look at. With her own thoughts.
>You're disgusting, Lori.
>How could you do this?
>What kind of monster are you?
>"Okay Lincoln ... Five more minutes."